narrator 


Yet the unseen narrator also gives us an uneven rhetorical stance, at times seeming to be 
giving us unnecessary specific detail (the 1000 mm lens with the telebar attachment) as a 
justification and other times producing what is fairly ludicrous (to any knowledgeable le 
person), thus after the daylight shots of the beach, a camera assistant is shown rigging a 
small scoop reflector light as an infrared “night vision” apparatus that allows the 
surreptitious night filming of couples embracing and kissing and groping each other in 
the dark. Yet at other times the narrator presents as fact statements which seem 
incredible, for example in Mondo Bizarro, over some standard tourist shots of urban 
areas in the Bahama Islands, the narrator explains that the former African slave religion 
was voodoo and then promises that the telephoto lens will show a nighttime secret 
ceremony. The xenophobic (fn) narration contrasts the presently civilized everyday 
appearance of Bahamians with the wild and primitive and claims that in the past 
celebrants sacrificed a “white baby” in such ceremonies, but today they use a white 
chicken. Yet simple reason would note that in a slave or former slave culture with a 
small group of white settlers or administrators and a large black population, the whites 
could hardly produce enough babies for the frequent ceremonies, and if this incredibly 
did happen, even once, that given the state and police power differential, it seems 
impossible for any voodoo cultists to maintain the practice. What we actually see is a 
distant group dancing around a fire at night, and possibly the beheading of a fowl and 
perhaps the sacrifice of a large snake (though it could easily be a fake—perhaps a length 
of rope). The “dancing” does not match ethnographic recordings of voudon ritual (as for 
example Maya Deren recorded on film), this kind of bogus authenticity slides from fact 
to fiction with ease, with a baseline of racism. 

In another segment, a large outdoor exhibition of art protesting the Vietnam War is 
filmed, and then pro-war demonstrators who march with signs at the exhibit, and finally 
anti-war counter demonstrators protesting the pro-war group, (this section also has part 
of an antiwar song on the soundtrack, which sounds remarkably like an uncredited early 
Randy Newman piece.) The narrator’s spiel at this point attempts a distant above-it-all 
“what fools they all are” attitude. But the pose is rather unsuccessful since it is rather 
clumsy and sweeping, whereas to be good such high sarcasm must be rhetorically poised, 
efficient, and elegant 



